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the memory of our delightful evening. Pooralli, the
best wine in the cellar and your most famous cock-
tails. Let them be served in the smaller reception
room. We have a toast to drink."
Pooralli hurried away. He passed Suresne on the
threshold. The latter lifted his hand.
"Do not announce me for a moment," he said
quietly. "I have a word to say to Mr. Clunderson.
Mine is not exactly a visit of ceremony/*
Pooralli passed on. Suresne took Clunderson by
the arm and drew him a little on one side. Whilst
talking to the lawyer, under cover of the general
conversation, Suresne never let his eyes wander for a
moment from the debonair figure of the Marquis,
Clunderson listened to all that his companion had to
say, then he nodded a somewhat unwilling assent
and took a few steps forward.
"Lady Grassleyes," he said, "before we proceed to
these celebrations might I ask you one question?"
"One?" was the good-natured reply. "I thought
you would have been asking me a hundred before
now. However, I am at your disposition for ten
minutes/5
"This, Lady Grassleyes," Clunderson began, "is
the thirtieth day after you left your place here. This
was the day upon which your niece and I were to
open your wilL"
"Quite right."
"I regret to say, Lady Grassleyes, that neither Miss
Jane nor myself have the faintest idea where the will
is, to say nothing of the letter addressed to Miss Jane
and the other things which were to be found with